152                  SLOGGER SAM
I couldn't break de Sabbath,
Not if I wanted to, For I sleep all de day in a peaceful way,
And as good as a babe what is new.
" No, Preacher, don't you fret I
"Whatever way you take it, I've thought, and s'elp me sho 1
I ain't de man you make it. I ain't de one to brag,
But on de thrones what shine, Dere'll be powerful few ob dat angel crew
Will hab gowns as white as mine."
Den de berry Reberend Bones,
He say, "You s'prise me, Brudder. Your soul I see is white
As de cow-milk from de udder. But dere's still one ting to do.
You must forgib your foes, And den you can skip wid a smile on your lip
To de place where de flowers eber blows."
Den dat inbalid reply,
"In de State of Alabam For twenty years I bin
De fightin' Sloggah Sam. I freely forgib all dose
Who banged me for dere libbin'. And dose dat I downed in de ring on de ground,
Dey can do dere own forgibbin'.